For all these reasons the Little Entente, noticing that England
in particular tends to perceive the justice of Germany's revision-
ist claims against other countries more and more clearly in
proportion as Germany grows stronger, keeps a wary eye on
any Great Power moves tending to promote frontier revision
at the expense of the smaller states.

Thus at Bratislava, with the police doing their bit by chivvy-
ing me around, Little Entente unity was once more proclaimed.
There was the usual banquet. The deeper you get into Danubia
and the Balkans the more tail coats and orders you see at these
banquets. Evening dress is a religion in the Balkans. You are
married and buried in it and if you weren't too small you would
probably be born in it.

But this banquet had brighter moments, or perhaps I should
say darker moments. Half-way through it the lights in the
hotel failed, quite innocently as it proved, the powers of dark-
ness had nothing to do with it on this occasion, there wasn't a
Red for miles, and in the blackness the diners heard the sound
of hastening feet and then the beams of pocket torches pierced
the gloom and you saw plain men grouped behind Lucky Milan
Stoyadinovitch's chair with torch in one hand and revolver
in the other, looking for trouble.

A dramatic scene. Then the lights went on and after a
minute they failed again and the plain men rematerialized, and
that happened a third time, and at last the banquet came to an
end, with the diners feigning devil-may-care and with worried
mechanics in the basement working with might and main to
get the lights going, but they wouldn't, and all the beautiful
illuminations outside were wasted.

So I packed and fetched my car from the garage and set out
for a night run to Budapest. I hoped for a good road and no
punctures. Perhaps I could make it by midnight Nadya was
dancing there. I hadn't seen her for ages. I could appear
suddenly and surprise her, have a drink and a talk. I trod on
the starter. It was a great life.
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